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this destiny they achieved with unexpected celerity.
At Kedos, the third of our prison camps, we were
watching one night the open-air production of a
musical comedy, in which Colonel Ambrose, as
stage manager, revived with melancholy pleasure
the memories of his earliest and least respectable
phase, when the wooden town burst suddenly into
flames behind us. Dick and I raced for the bug-
haunted khan which was our lodging, but the
fire licked at the dry rafters even as we panted up.
We made a dive for the door, but before we were
through it, flames were already spouting from half
a dozen windows, including our own. We reluct-
antly stood back, and I watched my dramatic fantasy,
my travelogue and my diary meet their appropriate
fate. We turned away disconsolately, to pick our
way out of the fire-swept streets and to spend the
rest of our captivity in the open air and in the
clothes we then stood up" in.

Prisoner-of-wardom may have bequeathed me a
mild neurosis or two. When the General Strike
came, with my wife abroad, I became irrationally
apprehensive about our being cut off from each
other indefinitely. I have a touch of claustrophobia
too. Not long ago the lift in the Reform Club stuck
with me between two floors, and instead of waiting
rationally till the excited officials could get it
moving again, I climbed down the iron staples in
the shaft, and confronted my host in a generous
coating of black grime. But I learned much more
than I lost. I, who had once been a fastidious
eclectic, learned to get on comfortably with pretty
well every one I met. This is a gift, I am afraid,